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where the beer only cost vingt sous; one of those men who work the
whole week and when Sunday conies contemplate the vista of a
dreary, hardworking week ahead, yet never complain. "Can you
see anything?" I asked. He shook his head. So I went back to bed,
I didn'-t sleep.
The concierge lived two flights below me, at the bottom of the
whole contraption. Her name was Mme Marchand and she was
middle-aged, and her fat belonged to middle-age too. As befits a
woman of her girth, her husband was a meek little man; mild, and
she most protectingly called him Papa. Papa wore a cap, the kind of
cap Scotsmen used to wear in the days when the ball was kicked as
the ball should be. Papa was peaceful, she saw lo that; but her eleven
canaries made a lot of noise. What is Paris without canaries; and
what are canaries without singing? Tlie happy little sounds of the
canaries were a boon in comparison to the radio-set which Mme
Marchand kept on a table that was close beside the window.
Every sound of that radio mounted into my ilat. And those sounds
were there the whole day long.
Hardly had the firing died away than the radio came into its own.
It blared and blared and blared. 1 didn't listen; blaring has that
effect on me. But 1 listened to an alarm clock going off in one of the
poor houses, 'twixt the noise of sirens and gunfire. l:or that sort of
thing appeals to me. But I did listen later on to laigene, who kept
a. bar-rotisserie in the house next to mine, and shouted to me as I
came out that the big show had started. The Germans had invaded
Luxembourg, Holland and Belgium. He shouted to me from his
door: in the morning Paris bar-keepers invariably stand at the
door. My first thought was, 'Let them come, they will meet their
equals.' It wasn't surprising. Everybody had expected it. Now its
only importance was that it had happened.
So I went into Eugene's Bar. He told me the radio had given the
news. I could almost have forgiven the concierge. The morning
papers were on the bar, and since they had been printed the night be-
fore, and since both the French Ministry of Information and Censor-
ship seemed to be run by a pack of fatuous fools, the papers naturally
said that the situation in Belgium and I folland had reached a detente.
It's well nigh impossible to speak of that period without com*
menting bitterly on the French censorship and information. Once
in February 1 went to that Ministry and saw one of the, chiefs, A very
pleasant man he was. We talked of this, that and the other, and as
our cheery chat rolled along, I mentioned that it must strike one as
funny to read French reports of five French planes starting out and
at least six coming back, then next day to be told m the English